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j LUCY DRAKE'S 
* DUPLICITY 


The Story of a Scheming 
Friend 
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| By CLARISSA MACKIE 
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I had stayed away from Quince Har¬ 
bor for two moot ha. und. although a 
■mall seaport la a dull place Indeed 
daring the midwinter season. I felt a 
longing to go down there In Decem¬ 
ber and see bow the cedar clothed 
bluffs looked with a snowy overdress. 
I wanted to see the steely blue of the 
bay under gray December skies; 1 
wanted to hear the harsh cry of the 
gulls as they wheeled over the water; 
I wanted to partake of the delightful 
dullness of Quince Harbor in winter. 

Now, Captain Barnabas Fish, my 
ttancfa friend and fellow fisherman, 
companion of many delightful excur¬ 
sions on and about Quince Harbor, 
bad written me a most mysteriously 
worded letter, in which he hinted at 
Mr engagement to Miss Marla Weeks, 
with whom I had boarded when In 
the seaport, and suggested that a con¬ 
versation with me would enlighten 
Mm concerning several rather prob¬ 
lematical sodal questions. 

“Lord bless you, Miss Telbam, I was 
Just wishing for you,” cried Miss 
Marla, running down the walk to meet 
me. “You came in direct answer to 
prayer." 

I wondered whether it was not Cap¬ 
tain Barnabas’ unspoken prayer that 
had brought me, but I paid the stage 
fare and followed Miss Marla, who 
waa staggering under the weight of 
my bags, Into the warm bouse. 

“How is Lucy Drake?" was my first 
tactless question, but I was interested 
In Lucy, who lived next door to ffce 
Weeks’ house. 

Miss Maria tossed her head as she 
■rose from placing my bags on the 
floor. “So far as I know, Lucy’s all 
right,” she replied rather tartly. 

“In the last letter you wrote to me 
you said that Lucy Drake waa to be 
bridesmaid,” I observed as I re- 
py ggtdoor garments with Ma¬ 
rla’s help. — - - -——- 

"Bridesmaid, indeed,” she sniffed 
Acorn fully. “I did ask her to be, and 
(tad enough she was to accept, never 
having been so near the altar before in 
her life—not that way. I mean—and I 
even offered to provide the gown for 
her, pink silk with pink roses.” Maria 
loosened my hair and brushed vigor¬ 
ously at the tangles. “Pink silk!”she re¬ 
peated. “What do yon think of that?" 

“It would have been lovely,” I mur- 
(mred. “but tell me why she refused 
to act as”— 

“She didn’t refuse. She accepted, 
and the dress Is all made and the bou- 
Quet is ordered from Smithville. The 
captain saw to all that himself.” 

“Tell me about it. Miss Maria. I 
■hall never know until you do,” I 
urged. 

“There Isn’t much to tell, only Lucy 
baa taken full charge of my wedding 
and is bossing everything. Miss Tel- 
ham, she actually advised the captain 
to wear one of his old yachting uni¬ 
forms and call It a marine wedding. 
She thought It would be something like 
the military weddings she reads about 
in the papers.” 

“And what does Captain Barnabas 
•ay?” I asked curiously. 

”4 thought be vu kinder taken with 
the idea at first, but now Lucy has 
talked so much about It that he’s tired 
«f tt He don’t know what to wear 
after all’s said and done. Not being 
before and. getting the es- 
ef havtng bad a wedding Is • 
great drawbac k.” 8be sighed ae she 
led the way (T.wristaTra. - 
^ “It mus t be,” 1 murmured, wooder- 
lnjf^vhat questions the doubtful cap¬ 
tain wished to put before me “And 
bo Lucy Drake will not be the brides¬ 
maid after all,” 1 said, disappointed at 
this outcome' 

“Oh, yes. she says she will, and I 
haven’t got any objection so long as 
ahe don’t trim np the church so it 
looks like the bottom of the ocean. I 
reckon she’d like to have clam shells 
all up the aisle and an orchestra of 
those little fiddler crabs, with seaweed 
dripping all around. She even wanted 
me to have my wedding drees trimmed 
with dingle shells and seaweed.” 

“Lucy certainly is romantic,” I ob¬ 
served soothingly. “Do let me see 
your wedding gown. Miss Marla, if It 
1s ready.” 

“It’s all done; It’s here in the spare 
room.” This spinster of forty-five 
yean unemotionally led the way to 
the little bfedroom that opened off the 
sitting room and prepared to show me 
her simple trousseau. 

The wedding dress was of gray silk, 
pearly gray and almost stiff enough to 
stand alone. It was made simply, but 
I knew It would be becoming to Marla, 
who was plump and pink cheeked, 
with soft brown hair and dark eyes. 

*Tt to lovely,” I said, kissing the 
bride to be on both pink cheeks. 
“Don’t fret about Lucy Drake. I know 
it’s going to be the loveliest wedding 
yoa ever saw!” y 

Tm worried about it just the same. 
Miss TeJham. I haven’t told you all 
there la to tt. Lacy has been teasing 
the captain to have Orville Been for 
hto beat man. She’s keeping qompany 
with Orville. ” / 

Mia the captain willing?” / ’ 

“Mercy, no! Orville and him ain’t 


it, only he’s always been mad at Or¬ 
ville because he got the beet of him. 
Orville’s wife died last spring, and he’s 
been after Lacy Drake. She hinted 
that she'd rather have a white silk 
dress because she could use it luter for 
her own wedding.” 

When I was alone I could nor resist 
a hearty laugh at the thrtftinesH of 
Lucy Drake. She was Marla’s age. 
but the difference in the two women 
was marked. Maria in her blunt, plain 
way seemed to behold her marriage to 
Captain Fish as the start of a new 
life, a life of congenial, affectionate 
^ companionship, with a placid happiness 
that should last them during the re¬ 
mainder of their half lived lives. Her 
love for the handsome old captain was 
sincere to the core. Her contempt for 
the foolish romantic notions of Lucy 
Drake was equally sincere. I was 
vexed at Lucy for Intruding her no¬ 
tions In the midst of Marla's quiet little 
wedding preparations. 

The wedding was set for Thursday 
evening, and because Maria’s house 
was small and because everybody in 
Quince Harbor would expect to wit¬ 
ness the marriage of two such popular 
persons, it was decided to hold the cer¬ 
emony In the church. Captain Fish 
had ordered palms and white flowers 
from the Smithville florist to decorate 
the church. 

In the meantime Lucy Drake darted 
In and out of the house her thin cheeks 
pink with excitement her stralgbt^falr 
hair flying wildly about. She was 
brimming over with a hundred sugges¬ 
tions to enhance the novelty of the oc¬ 
casion. 

“You’ll only be married once, Maria,” 
she urged. 

“I hope so.” retorted Maria loftily. 
“Do as you please about yoQr owu 
wedding, Lucy, but leave mine alone, 
please.” , 

“A double wedding would have 
been romantic,” murmured Lucy re¬ 
gretfully. 

“You and Orville settled it then?” 
Maria’s eyes seemed to be relieved. I 
wondered if she did not harbor a small 
Jealousy of Lucy Drake. 

“Yes—look!” Lucy held out a thin 
scraggy hand and displayed on the 
third finger of her left hand a large 
amethyst ring. “It belonged to his first 
wife,” she murmured sentimentally. 

“I’ll help yon get up a big wedding, 
Lucy,” said Maria generously. 

Lucy gave her a queer look. “You 
can remember what you said after¬ 
ward,” she said and turning on her 
heel, walked oyt. . 

did she mean?” 1 asked. 
Marla shrugged her plump shoulders. 
"I don’t know. She’s acted queer 
about Ujls wedd ing business from the 
beginning. She fold somebody that 
she had always said she would be mar¬ 
ried before I was and she would yet 
—I can’t see how she’s going to man¬ 
age it” 

Captain Fish asked my advice about 
the wedding garments he must wear 
and I answered him frankly, putting 
aside Lucy Drake’s suggestion of the 
“marine wedding" and taking into 
careful consideration the time worn 
customs of Quince Harbor weddings 
of the past. Beyond that he made no 
allusion to any doubts he might have 
had concerning Lucy Drake and her 
ideas concerning weddings in general 
and his in particular. 

Thursday was a hurricane of wind 
and rain and not a soul ventured to 
cross the long road that led to the 
west side. Marla had no near relatives 
and so I assisted her to dress for her 
wedding. It cleared at six o’clock, 
and we heard the wheels of the car¬ 
riage grinding through the wet sand 
to the gate. The ceremony was to be 
at half-past six and the reception was 
to be held after the return of the 
captain and his bride from their honey¬ 
moon. » 

“I went over to Lacy’s, bat tbe house 

was ail toeksd agw eo I guess she bos 
gone—but I didn’t hear say carriage,” 
remarked Marla aa we drove to the 

church. 

“She probably went oo ahead—she 
will be waiting for you to the vesti¬ 
bule,” I said. 

IT Was so. Lucy, gorgeous in pink 
silk with a pink tulle veil floating 
ikpve h^r wisps of fair hair , was la 
the vestibule, and beside her was Or¬ 
ville Beers, a very short, fat, ruddy 
vlsaged man, now dressed in extreme 
nautical attire, although to my own 
knowledge he was a plain farmer and 
could not bear the thought of salt 
water. 

People were gathered about Lucy 
and Orville, and there was much chat¬ 
ting and buzzing, and it was not un¬ 
til I drew nearer that I realized what 
had happened. 

Lucy Drake had taken advantage of 
the early gathering of wedding guests 
to be married to Orville Beers then 
and there. That ceremony was over. 
Lucy was married first after all, s.ud 
for her the wedding decorations had 
served. 

I congratulated the couple with as 
good grace aa my Indignation would 
allow and heard Marta quietly follow¬ 
ing suit. The people crowded back 


the captain were both after the same 
girl In the days I mean, and Orville got 
her. Of coarse the captain got all ever 


into the church, and Orville Beers 
tiptoed squeakily up the stale to take 
his place beside Captain Barnabas. I 
could see the captain’s handsome, 
snow crowned bead as be stood there 
waiting for his bride. Hto face was 
quite pale, but he was looking down 
the aisle toward Maria, who was ap¬ 
proaching him. She was walking 
alone, with her eyes confidently meet¬ 
ing his. Behind Maris minced Lucy 
Beers, a shallow smile wreathing her 
face. 

As I looked at the two who bod 
been cheated out of their wedding by 
Lucy’s sensational act 1 realised that 
they were quite 7 Indifferent to that. 
8eems he and J All that the jjgjtaln saw waa Maria's 


faithful dark eyes'coming to him; all 
that the bride saw was the lovoUght 
In hac captain s gts. 


A TOWER OF ROMANOS. 

Csnonbury Once the Home of M*ny 
Literary Celebrities. 

Historic Lonjdon is rapidly (^'ap¬ 
pearing, but now and ’then one run 
across some relfc of the middle age- 
that still preserves much of un¬ 
original character. Such a surviva. 

(s Canonburv tower, standing ir> 
one of the northern suburbs of Lon¬ 
don. It began life in 13G0 as tin- 
country residence of the prior of 
St. Bartholomew. In more recent 
days it became the home in turn of 
many literary celebrities. Oliver 
Goldsmith lived there from 1762 to 
1764, though the actual rooms thai 
he occupied ate uncertain. It was 
there he commenced “The Vicar of 
Wakefield.” Another tenant at the 
same time as Goldsmith was New¬ 
berry, the bookseller, and it was in 
his rooms that the impecunious Oli¬ 
ver often took refuge from his ered 
itors. 

In the rooms generally reputed to 
have been inhabited by Goldsmith 
lived Washington Irving some time 
after, a period of his life which he 
described in his “Tales of a Trav¬ 
eler.” Other interesting folk who 
lived there at different times were 
Samuel Humphreys, the author of 
“Ulysses,” who died there in 1737; 
Christopher Smart, the “mad poet;” 
Dr. Johnson of dictionary fame; 
William Hone, who wrote “The Ev¬ 
eryday Book;” Woodfall, who print¬ 
ed" “The Letters of Junius,” and 
Robert Horsfield, one of Pope’s 
booksellers. 

Canonbury tower is now the prop¬ 
erty of the Marquis of Northamp¬ 
ton, and an pv^eresting romance i> 
told of his ancestor through whom 
it came into hie possession. In 1594 
it belonged to Sir John Spencer, a 
lord mayor of London. He had a 
very beautifuL daughter, Elizabeth, 
who was also a rich heiress. She 
loved and was loved by Lord Comp¬ 
ton, but her father refused to sanc¬ 
tion the match, so the lover had to 
resort to strategy. He dressed him¬ 
self up as a baker’s boy, called at 
the house and eventually left—with 
his lady love ip his basket. 

Sir John was furious and refused 
to see Ijis daughter after the mar¬ 
riage, b\jt a reconciliation was ef¬ 
fected about a year after by that 
most cunning of women, Queen 
Elizabeth. She invited the angry 
baronet to become sponsor to an 
infant, whose mother, she declared, 
had behaved much as his daughter 
had. Sir John consented and then 
announced that he should adopt the 
son as hi§ own. At this propitious 
moment the qlieen revealed her lit¬ 
tle plot and rihe incident closed in 
the time honored way by the old 
man ‘‘bless-you-my-childering” his 
son-in-law and erring daughter. It 
was through this child that the 
Marquis of Northampton inherited 
the tower.—Exchange. 

Mother Goose Really Lived. 

Mother Goose, whose name has 
been bestowed on many panto¬ 
mimes, was a genuine personage, 
originally known as Elizabeth Fos¬ 
ter. She was born at Charleston, in 
Carolina, and resided there until 
her marriage with Isaac Goose, 
when she became stepmother to ten 
children and went to live in Boston. 
To entertain her charges Mrs. 
Goose used to invent stories in 
prose and verse, and these were in 
course of time collected by a Bos¬ 
ton printer who married one of her 
stepdaughter*. Theywerepublished 
in 1719 with the title, "Songs For 
the Nursery] or Mother Goose’s 
Melodies For Children.” The book 
proved a huge success, and Mrs. 
Goose was one of the lions of Bos¬ 
ton until hef death in 1757.—Ex- * 
hange. 


An Almanac fltsrted In 1686. 

The oldest almanac in existence 
is the “Almamach National,” which 
has been issued by the French gov¬ 
ernment sinde 1686. Its name has 
been changed a good many tunes 
during its career. Originally the 
“Almanach Koyal,” it became ‘'Na¬ 
tional” in 17*93, “Imperial” in 1805 
and reverted to its original name 
nine years later. Since then the 
title has been altered four times. 
Like most publications of this sort, 
the “Almanach National” has 
grown bulky with advancing years 
The first issue contained forty- 
eight pages, as compared with 1,580 
pages now.—London Chronicle. 

Took It Cold. 

It was a faithful Swede girl who, 
when the winter was coldest and the 
furnace was not working right, was 
admonished by her mistress to take 
an iron to bed with her to warm it 
In the morning the kindly woman 
asked Lena how it worked. “Pritty 
gude,” she mid. "Ay had it almost 
warm by morning.” 

PsdgsdL 

“So you want something to eat?” 
•aid the woman at the bade door. 

“Yea, maVm," replied the tramp. 

“Well, do you see that pile of 
wood over there?” 

“No, ma’am, I can't. You ate, I 
loot my eresight lookin' for work, 
Yonki 
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ma'am.”—Yonkers Statesman. 
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The Largest and Finest Collection of Carpets 
and ugs in the State 


CITY HOMES 
and COUNTRY HOMES 

Can Be Beautifully and Economically Furnished 

On Our Easy Payment 

CLUB PLAN 

Furniture, Floor Coverings, Draperies, Pictures, Dinnerware, Sewing Machines 

Are Sold on the Club Plan. 


HAHNE & CO., 


NEWARK 


ANDREW SANDEE, 

CARPENTER AKD BUILDER. 

Hardwood and Parquet Floors 
[ALL KINDS OF JOBBING. 

Estimates Cheerfully Given. First-class Work 
RESIDENCE. 

16 STATE STREET, Bloomfield, I. J. 


Frank E. Meier, 

Nurseryman and Florist. 

LA1DSCAPE AID BOTiNC GUDEIKI 

All kinds of Shrubbery, Roses, 
Shade Trees and Evergreens 
For Sale. 

1TRTLE ML, BLOOIlfiELD, I. J. 

P. O BOX 294. 

BLOOMFIELD 

News Depot 

UILI DKUTKRT. 

SATISFiCTlOI GOmiTEED 

A F ill Line of the Best Brands of 

Imported and Domestic 

CIGARS, 

from Acker, Mernril & Coudit^ 
D. Osborne & Ca, Wilkinson, 
Gaddis & Co. 


GARLOCK & MMELL 

Newsdealers, 

Gfcmod k Bioomfidd Anna, 



OVER «8 Y EARS' 
EXPERIENCE 


$10 Down-$5 Monthly 


BUYS 


BLOOMFIELD 
$85 


LOTS 


26 x 100 Peet 
Proa Title Guarantee 
from N J. TttH and Abstract Oft. 

jfc FME Td BEWAM 

Lots rt Wai tfc*a meremgt price*. $1® 

«k» ft* north. »■•<! for full 

Vs I. ItUil Bttltj Co M VauSSa 

Broadway, Cor. 34 th St. Hew Y or. 
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Trade rnARKS 
Dcmni 
COPYRIOKT» AC. 
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Invention u prob*bty P*tW't££^ mentoe- 

Uoni autcUr eonS 4 enli*L | 
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G*rlook A M Isbell Sava put la a 
brand of otgara called "Otr 
Porfeoto.” I» to tbs beet Sre^oat 
•eld to Uto tewm. Box of 60 
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KEYLER, 


General Furnishing 


Undertaker and Embalmer 


566 Bloomfield Avenue, 


Bloomfield. N. J, 


Everything Pertaining^ to the Business Furnished* 
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